THE FAMILY COUNCIL

times over. "You know very well that I loved them as if they were my
own."

"And when is he going to be buried?" Fernande asked.

"On the morning of the day after tomorrow."

"How will you go?"

"In Lulu's car, of course."

"At what time should I come to your place?"

"No, darling, no," Sylvaine replied. " It would be better if you came
by yourself. When one's distraught one can never be quite certain what
one's saying. It would be really too boring if you made a nonsense,. ."

She took a hundred-franc note from her bag.

"Here you are, take a taxi," she added.

Fernande brushed the note aside.

"Yes, you must," Sylvaine insisted. "And don't bother about the
flowers, I'll look after that. I know it's very sad, but I've got to go
now. Believe me when I tell you that I'm thinking of you all the time."

"Thank you, thank you, you're very kind," said Fernande.

Sylvaine turned up the fox-fur collar of her coat and said in the
tone of voice one uses to console children: ccOf course you're coming
to my first night. And I'll try to send you some customers, to get your
business known, and you'll see, every thing'11 work out all right."

"Oh, death never v^orks out, you know," said Fernande, her cheeks
wet with tears. "Oh, I'd forgotten, I intended to tell you all about it.
A man came who asked me a lot of questions, about me, and about you;
how long I had known you, and when we left for the south,.."

"What sort of man?"

" I don't know. He had a brown overcoat. A detective. Not a police-
man, though he looked rather like one. It may have been over the
capital for the business, you know."

"Gould it possibly be Lulu suspecting something?" Sylvaine thought
for a moment. "No, that's impossible. Anyway, why the hell should I
care now!"

She went off to dine.

In Lulu's estimation Malmaison was "the country." For the pur-
pose of going there, two days later, he ordered no ordinary taxi, but an
enormous hired car that was pretty much the same as the Hispano that
he had taken to go to Deauville. A huge bunch of arum lilies was
placed beside the chauffeur.

When Sylvaine and Lulu drew up at the foster-mother's house,
Fernande had already arrived.

Sylvaine fell into her friend's arms, saying: "My poor darling!
Always so loyal."

And lowering her voice, she added: "Control yourself, won't you?
Please!"
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